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The History of 

£Es they Are fbar'mg,the Wince andPoynes 
P rin, Y our money < Jfet upon them , they all run away , and Eal- 
Voyn. Villains. Jfaffe a f tcr A llcnv or two,runnes Away, too, 

{^.leaving the booty behinde them. 

Vri. Got with much eafe.Now merrily to horfe,the theeves 
arefcattercd,and poiVcir with f-ar lb Itrongly, that they dare 
not meet each other, each take his fellow for an officer .* away 

f ood Ncd,Yalftajfe {wears todeath,andlardsthe lean earth as 
e walks along •• wert not for laughing, I {hould pitty him. 

•' P*> How the rogue roar’d I Exeunt. 

Enter k otjpurfolus, reading a letter , 

But for mine own part, my Lord, I could be well contented to be 
there, in rejpebl of the, love / boar your hettfe. 

He could be contented, why is he not then? in refpedl of the 
love he bears ourhoitfe.- he {hews in this, he loves his own 
barn better then he loves our houle. Let me fee feme more. 
The purpofeyou undertake is dangerous. 

Why that’s certain, tis dangerous to take a cold, to fleep, to 
drink ; but I tell you ('my lord fool) out of this nettle danger 
we pluckt this flower fafety. 

The purpofe you undertake is dangerous , the friends you named 
uncertain, the time it felf unforted, and your whole plot too light, 
for the counter poifeof fo_ great an oppojition. 

Say you fo,fay you fo?I lay unto you again, you are a {follow - 
cowardly hinde,andyou lie: what a lack-brain is this? by the 
Lord our plot is a good plot as ever was laid, oiur friend true 
and conftant:a good plot, good friends, and full of expedition, 
an excellent plot, very good friends .• what a frofty-fpirited 
rogue is this ?why my L.of Torke commends the plot, and the 
generall courfe of the adion. Zounds and I were now by this 
rafeal,! could brain him with his ladies fanne.Is therenot my 
father, my unkle, and my felf, L. Sdmond Mortimer, my L. of 
Torke, and Owen Glendower?h therenot befidesth clfowalas? 
have I not all their letters to meet me .in arms by the ninth of 
the next moneth? and are they notfome of them fet forward 
already? What a pagan rafcallis this and Infidel? Ha, you lhall 
f?e now in very fincerity of fear and cold heart, will he to the 

' * :>b King, 
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King, and lay open all our proccedings.O,I could dividemy 
felfe,and goc to buffets.for moving fuch a difh of skim Milke 
with lb honourable an adion,Hang him, let him tell theKing, 
we are prepared .1 will fet forward to night. Enter his Lady. 
How now Kate, I muft leave y ou w ithin this two houres. 

Lady. O my good Lord, why are you thus alone ? 

For what offence have I this fortnight beenc 
A banifht woman from my Hamesbcd ? 

Tell me,fweete Lord, what is’t that takes from thee 
Thy ftomacke,plcafure, and thy golden fleepe ? 

Why doft thou bend thine eyes unto the earth. 

And ftart fo often when thou fitfi alone? 

Why haft thou loft the frefh blood in thy cheekes, 

And given my treafurcs and my rights of thee. 

To thicke-ey’d muling, and eurlt melancholy ? 

In my faint (lumbers, I by thee watcht, 

And heard thee murmurc tales ofyron warres, 
Speaketearmesofmannage to thy bounding Steed. 

Cry courage to the field ; And thou haft talkt 
Of {allies, and retires, trenches, and tents. 

Of Pallizadoes, frontiers, parapets, 

Ofbafilisks, of cannon, culverin, 

Ofprifbners ranfome,andoffouldiers flaine, 

And all the current of a headdy fight. 

Thy fpirit within thee hath beenc fo at warre, 

Arfd thus hath fo befturd thee in thy fleepe , 

That beds offweat have flood upon thy brow. 

Like bubbles in a late difturbed ftreame. 

And in thy face ftrange motions have appear’d. 

Such as we fee when men reftraine their breath. 

On feme great fudden haftc. O What portents are thefe ? 
Some heavy bufineffe hath my Lord in hand. 

And I muft know it, elfehe loves me not. 

Hot. W hat ho, is Gilliams with the Packet gone?? 

Ser. He is my Lord, an houreagoe. 

■Htft.Hath 'Butler brought thofe horfes from the Sheriffcs ? 
J’tfr.One Horfemy Lord, he brought even now. 
#<tf.WhatHorfe ? a Roane acrop-eare,isitnot? 


Ser. 


